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The Tragedy 

La.D'odi grant mee hedgehog,then God grant mee too 
Thou maieft bee damned for that wicked deede. 

Oh he was gentle, milde , and vertuous, 

Glo. The fitter for the Kingof Hcauen that hath him, 

L a. Hee is in Heaucn, where thou (halt neuer come. 
fjlo. Let him thankemee that holpe to fend him thither. 
For he was fitter for that placethen Earth* 

La. And thou vnfit for any place but Hell. 

Qlo. Yes one place elfc,if you willheare mee name it* 
La. SomcDungeon- Glo. Your Bed-chambsr. 

La, ] 11 reft betide the chamber where thou lied. 

Glo. SowillitMaddamtill I lie with you. 

La. I hope fo. 

Glo. I knowfo, but gentle Lady 
To leaue this kind incounter of your wits. 

And fall fomewhat into a flower methode : 

Is not the caufer of the time-leife deaths, 

Ofthelc Plantagenets , Henry and Edward. 

As blamefull as the executioner ? 

£<i.Thou art the caufe, and mod accurft efFe&» 

<}lo. Your beauty was the caufe of that cffe£f. 

Your beauty which did haunt mee in my lleepe, 
Tovndertake the death of all the world. 

So I might reft thathoure in your fweete bofome* 

La. If I thought that , . I tell thee homicide, 

Tnefe nailes lnould rend that beauty from their cheekes. 
G/o.Thefe eyes could neuer endure fweet beauties wrack, 
You fhould not blemifh them if I flood By : 

As all the world is cleared by theSunne, 

So I by that, it is my day, my life, 

La. Blacke mght ouerfhad e thy day,and death thy life* 
Glo.Cmk not thy felfe faire creature, thou art both- 
La. I would I were to beereuenged on thee. 

Git. It is a quarrell moft vnnaturall, 
i o be reueng? d on him that loueth you. 

L *. It is a quarrell iuft and reafonable, 
fo bee reuenged on him that flew my Husband- 
Glo. He that bereft thee Lady ©f tby husband 
Lid. it to helpe thee to a better husband* 
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. of Richard the Third. 

La. His better doth not breath vpon the Earth; 

Glo: Go too, he liues that loues you better then he coulc 
La. Name him. Git. Plantagenet, 

La. Why what was hee ? 

glo. The felfe fame name but one of better nature. 

La. Where is hee.? 

Ole* Heere* ^hee fyittef at h$m* 

Why doeft {pit at him ? r 

La. W ould it were mortall poyfon for thy take* 

Glo, Neuer camepoyfon fromfo fweete a place* 

La. Neuer hung poyfon on a fouler Toade, 

Out of my fite thou doeft infedf my eyes. 

Glo. Thine eyes fweete Lady haue infe&ed mine. 

La. Would they were Bafiliskes to ftrike thee dead. 
Glo- I would they were, that I might die at once. 

For now they kill me with a liuing death . 

Thole eyes ofthine, from mine hauedrawne fait teares, 
Shamed their afpeef with ftoreof childifh drops, 

I neuer fued to frinds nor enemy, 

Mytonguecould neuer learne fweete fmoothing words. 
But now thy beauty ispropofde my fee ; 

My proud heart fues, andpromptsmy tongue to fpeake, 
Teach not my lips fuch fcom?,for they were made 
For kilfing Lady not for iuch contempt. 

If thy reuengefull heart cannot forgiue, 

Loe.here I lend thee this fharp poynted fword. 

Which ifyoupleafe to hide in this true bofome. 

And let the foule forth that adorneth thee 
I lay it naked to thy deadly ftroake ; 

And humbly beg the death vpon my Knees. 

Nay,doenot pa\vfe,twas!I that kild your husband. 

But twas thy beauty that prouoked me : 

Nay now difpatch,twas I that Kild Ting Henry , 

But twas thy heauenly face that fet me on .* Heere (he lets 
Take vp thy fword againe,or take vp me, fall the Sword 
La. Arife diffembler , though I wifhthy death, 

I will not be the executioner. 

hen bid me kill my felfe,and I will doe it. 

La. I haue already. 
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